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Author's Notes: 

| know Ron worked with solely Roger for the soundtrack of The Body, with ONE song uncredited to all the Floyd 
members, but for the sake of the story, let's just say it was a full collaboration between Ron and Pink Floyd. 
But really, this isn't the central point of this story. 


This one is really just a slice of life, a glimpse into one of many, many of Roger and David's mornings. Nothing 
more, nothing less. But | do hope you enjoy it :) 


David's eyes fluttered toward consciousness at the sound of running water, a resonance that was becoming 
more and more homey, but it turned off when he managed to blink away the blear that ate away at the 
outskirts of his vision. There was nothing particularly interesting about the ceiling, its cream stippled texture 
that always greeted him upon waking up in his earthbound form, but he couldn't say the same about the 
mourning doves and every other defanged, little critter outside the curtained window that burst open the 
novelty of morning-its timeless glow. They were there to remind him that it was a new day, and he suddenly 
remembered that the mattress underneath him that seemed to hug his broad, unclad physique was not his, 


but it was much better than his own. He smiled at the thought. He inhaled deeply when he stretched his limbs, 


letting out a content groan as he relaxed his muscles. The air in the room was also different, always. Untainted. 


Balmy. Lighter. It embraced every inch of him, and made his heart feel weightless and warm every-time. 


He was surprised at how well-rested he felt, considering how late it was when he finally did drift away last 
night. In the post-coital haze, the smell of consummation and emissions still suspended. The air then permeated 
with overtones of sensuality, rather than absolute sexuality. Underneath the sprawl of his love, just like the 
cocoon of blankets around him. The door of the bathroom suddenly creaked open, and from inside it emerged 
Roger. David saw how the steam danced and swirled in the air after escaping, adding to his allure as Roger 


walked into the room wearing absolutely nothing but a towel in one hand. 


‘Morning, sleepyhead," said Roger as he scrubbed his short, brunette mane dry with the towel. 
David smiled widely at his nakedness. 


"Good morning," he responded fondly with a lingering husk, because it was a indeed a good morning if he got to 
wake up in this particular bed to such a sight before him. He sat up a tad to lean on his elbow as he eyed the 
other's body with wonted interest. He'd never get bored of admiring the dips and contours and ripples of vein 


and muscle. How..delicious it all was. 


Roger went over to his main dresser, letting the towel drop carelessly to the carpeted floor. Nothing else was 
said for a moment as he opened the first drawer and rummaged through it. The room was filled with his quiet 
rustles, little whispers of intimate sincerity, all the while with David tracing the expanse of pale, smooth, sweet 


and salty skin before him. Which he still could not believe was all his. 


"I keep putting it off, but.. really need to buy more underwear," Roger blurted, pulling David out of his love- 
struck daydream. "I go through this all the time." 


"Go through what?" he asked, now focused on the words coming out of Roger's mouth. 
"Getting frustrated over not being able to find underwear. | mean, there has to be at least.. At least one...” 


"Mm. Check the other drawers." 


Roger listened to him, closing the drawer and going straight for the fourth one because he knew that he had 
nothing but trousers and shirts in the second and third. He liked to be organized in that way. He bent over, 
hopeful and letting his hands unbury the contents in the drawer as they pleased. David tilted his head to the 
side, eyeing a more intimate crevice, smiling again as his attention was drawn back to Roger's body. What a 


show he was putting on for David. 


"Check the fifth drawer," murmured David distantly. 


"Nothing but socks in that one," Roger replied, standing back up again with his hands on his hips. "..Among other 
things," he muttered quietly. 


David giggled a bit, "No need to keep secrets; | already know what's in there." 

"Dave," Roger warned in a neutral tone. 

"Come back to bed," he nearly whined, "Missing you." 

Roger walked over to the nightstand and opened the first drawer there, again hoping for an underwear to 
magically pop up. As he internally scolded himself for letting some dirty laundry accumulate due to busy hours 
at the studio and on the road, he deliberately ignored David's gentle behest. 

"Did you hear me?" 

‘| did," he replied coolly, closing the drawer and opening the second one. 

"So come here then. Let me kiss your bon-bons." 

"Not now, Dave. | have to get ready." 

‘Oh? Where are you going?" 

‘tm having breakfast with Geesin" 

"Oh... You didn't mention anything last night. For The Body?" 

"Well, what else?" There was a slightly different inflection in his tone now. 

"Shouldn't we all go?" 

"Er..it's just going to be me." 


Roger closed the drawer with a little force then, his frustration beginning to rise and spit sparks into the 


nuances of his attitude. He went over to his armoire, the last hope, and tried that instead. 


"Well, no, | mean..the band All four of us. Shouldn't that be something we do together?" 
"Actually," he began, "This is something l'm going to see through on my own Steve'll be present, for some 


reason or other, but this is up to me." 


David paused before speaking. He quickly realized that this good morning, shared with the love of his life, was 
taking a different turn. 


"I'm not sure | understand." 


Roger stopped his movements for a moment. He sighed, and finally made eye contact with the man lying in his 
bed. 

"What don't you understand?" 

"That you think it's in your hands to make all the decisions. Seems a bit unfair, doesn’t it?" 

"That's not what | said." 


"But," David began, sitting up, "You sort of intimated that. That is what you mean," he said in a calm tone. He 
truly didn't want to argue, but he couldn't refrain from speaking his mind. 


"| didn't intimate anything, David" Roger sighed again, resuming his task while still remaining in the conversation 
at hand. "Go back to sleep or something.” 


"| don't want to." 


"Fine. | don't care," he quickly said, aware that he was running just the slightest bit late already, and such a 


thing always rattled him. "| have to get ready, ‘cause I've got somewhere to be." 
David then frowned. "Why do you say it like that? Like | have nothing to do with myself but lay in bed all day." 


"Christ, David. Why are you trying to start something with me? Just let me do my thing, so | could accomplish 


something important." 


"| want you to stay." 


Roger snorted, "Ridiculous. You're ridiculous. I'm going." 
"Take a rain check Stay here with me." 


"No." 
"Then I'd like to go with you." 


"No. Just stop," Roger said in a breathy, exasperated voice. "Why are you being like this?" 


David groaned lightly, falling back down on the mattress. 


"Just stay here, so when | depart, | can look forward to coming back home and seeing your face." 
"But | want you to see my face now. Stay with me," he pleaded quietly. 


| can't stay. Why can't you understand? And why are we arguing?" 


Roger let out a sigh of relief when he finally found an underwear at the bottom drawer of his armoire. With 
haste, he slipped it on and went back over to his dresser. He thought about Ron most likely just arriving at 

the diner they agreed on, settling in nicely and wondering whether he should start ordering tea, what kind and 
what flavor of biscuits to complement with it as he waits. And Roger despised being the person that arrived 


after. 


He opened the second drawer of the dresser and pulled out a black velvet pair of trousers. He wasted no time 
in putting them on, and he used the same fluidity to put on a long-sleeved shirt, but then he caught a glimpse 
of his lover in the reflection of the mirror that rested above the dresser. He sighed again, feeling a sliver of 
his heart shatter like glass. Perhaps he'd been a little mean. It wasn't his intention to project his frustration 
onto him; his feelings mattered more than anything in the world. Why did it take a few acidic words to make 
him see that? He turned around and walked over to the bed. David had his arms thrown over his face, but he 
didn't have to look to know that Roger was looming over him. 


"What?" he softly murmured from behind his arms, hostility absent in his voice. It was never present anyway. 


‘lm sorry, babe," Roger sat down on the edge of the bed, beside David. Admitting his faults was challenging, as 
he'd been raised by a stoic mother, master of the stiff upper lip, but that was no excuse to treat the man of 
his dreams like he wasn't worthy of his kindness. He could stand to be a few minutes late. "I'm sorry that | 
was prick. | didn't..| didn't mean to be. | didn't mean to hurt your feelings. You have every right to be cross 
with me; | should really consider my words next time." 


He moved David's arms away from his face. Their eyes instantly met, and Roger nearly faltered underneath 
his poignant gaze, but he reached out and stroked David's lower lip with a thumb. So many times he'd done 
that, and so many times David had bitten down gently on his thumb, but he didn't do so then. "I'm sorry, 


Dave.. Do you forgive me? Because | don't think | can leave until you do." 

David showed the faintest of smiles, and nodded gently. He took Roger's hand in his and kissed his knuckles. 
"Thanks, love. | have to work on my temper, | know.. But, Dave, love..you know that | really can't stay though. 
Right?" 

David sighed and pouted like a little boy, "I know." 

"So you know you can't convince me to stay. Right?" 

David released his hand, looking away. "I know." 

"And you know you're not eight years old to be sulking the way you are now." 

David snickered half-heartedly, "Shut up.." 

"I'll come straight back here when l'm done. Dave. Dave, look at me. I'll come straight back here when it's over." 
| heard you." 

"Why are you still upset then, hm?.. Did | do something else?" 

"No... Well, sort of-well, no. | just.. This project with Geesin, | just don't think it's that essential to be completely 
honest. We do so much already; why take on another thing? | really think he could just find another band to 
work with him. Or another artist. Or whatever." 


"Where is this coming from?" Roger chuckled. "I thought we thrived on keeping busy. David, I'm not going to pull 
a no-show just because you want me to. That's just silly. Oh, love. Are you feeling alright?" 


David sat up. "Oh, sod off," he said gently. "Don't patronise me." 


"No, no, really. Are you..tired of working? You can talk to me about it.. O-Or did | ruin your morning? Because | 


didn't mean to, | swear." 


"No," David sighed. "Just.just go. Just grab what you need and go, before Geesin gets the wrong impression” 


Roger cocked an eyebrow, scooting ever so close to him. 


"| don't want to leave on bad terms. And | don't want to feel like the bad guy for leaving." 


David groaned quietly again, “All | want..is to be with you. That's all | ever want." You should know that by now. 
"So just go to the stupid meeting and come right back, so we could be together. Perhaps when you come back, 


we could go down to the shops, so | could buy you new underwear.” 


It all suddenly clicked He relearned something he learned long ago: David simply wanted to be by his side, 
always. Wanted to walk the earth with him until the end of time. Wanted to live in the moment with him, the 
mundanity of every-day things, wanted to explore the unknown with him, wanted to find a new adventure 
every week. Wanted to indulge in old comforts. Wanted to do everything in between, wanted to argue, and make 
up, and laugh, and drink and smoke, and converse about everything and nothing, and sit in comfortable silence, 
and be grave, and skylark, and create, and play music forever, and hug, and kiss, and hold hands, and caress, 
and whisper sweet things, and be truthful with each other even if it hurt, and forgive, and make love, and 


make love again, and oh so many things. 


Roger stared at him, sighing fondly. Something familiar washed over him, a wave of affection so sweet it 
burned his throat going down He stared as David laid back on the mattress, turning onto his side to face the 
window and his tall, sitting figure. He stared as David began to fiddle mindlessly with the pillow tag, his 
beautiful lips pouting slightly. Roger smiled, running his long fingers through his soft, caramel tresses, lightly 
tousled from a night of sex and sound slumber. David didn't react, focused instead on the pillow tag. Folding and 
unfolding it. Rolling it up and letting go. Roger's innocent smile contorted into a mischievous smirk as he tried to 
pull down the blanket that covered David's lower half, just to playfully bother him, but David let out a soft 
complaint and pulled the blanket back up. Roger snickered, and with leisure, ran his hand down David's strong 


bicep and forearm, squeezing a little. 

"Are you going to go back to sleep?" Roger cooed, his hand traveling down to rest on David's hand. 
"| don't know. Maybe. If only to make the time go by faster," he replied just as softly. 

"Hm," Roger smiled, knowing what that meant, "So you wil be here when | come back?" 


"Silly question" 


Roger chuckled, "You're right" 


He quickly put on his socks and boots, and took his place beside David again. 


"You look good," David complimented him, earning another smile from the other. "Handsome." 

"Thank you, love." 

"You're welcome." 

Roger couldn't resist, and weaved his fingers yet again through David's hair, feeling his scalp under his 
fingertips. This time, David did acknowledge him, and his lips curled up sweetly, the gesture reaching his blue 
eyes. 

"Last night was fun," Roger said, "Just you and me, no bandmates or manager to come in between us." 
"Mm. | knew you needed a breather." 


"It was wonderful. Better than anything | could've ever asked for. But..you know you don't have to go out of 


your way to please me, right?" 

"| want to though." 

| know, but you don't have to. It's the little things too. I'm perfectly happy if we just stay in, and..occupy 
ourselves." 


David grinned widely at his insinuation. 


"You're all | need," Roger whispered, "..And your knob." 
David giggled, "Keep talking like that and you'll be even later to meet Ron" 


Roger emitted a sweet lilt, "Mmm," airy and soft, and he leaned down to hover right over David, face-to-face. 


He drunk in the sight of every minuscule freckle, every little pore. 
"When | come back, you better be warmed up for me," he whispered. 
"No, you better be.. Bend you over the nearest surface and pound you to oblivion 


"That sounds lovely. I'll be thinking of that" 


"Good" 


"Good then" 


Roger leaned in completely, leaving a kiss on the tip of David's notable nose. 


"I've gotta go now. See you later?" 

"Obviously." 

David pressed their lips together, marveling at how perfectly they fit against the other. Roger was always 
warm to the touch, always attentive to how David like to be kissed. David suckled his lips thoroughly, and had 
to restrain himself from going any further lest they sweat their little hearts out again and kiss all the air out 
of their lungs. 


"| love you." 


"| love you, David" 


